quietly and sensibly, had become more and more heated,
until in the end the two Rainers were standing opposite
each other with angry eyes and flushed cheeks. The
elder had buried his fists in his pockets; the younger
gesticulated emphatically and nervously with his left
hand, now and then banging the lid of the piano, which
resounded in muffled tones. It was the first quarrel of
his life, and he experienced a sharp and thrilling pleasure
in the retorts which he hurled at the father whom he
feared and yet secretly loved. He was now thoroughly
roused, and felt prepared to defend his point of view to
the bitter end. It seemed to bt'm that he had gained
ground—he looked searchingly at his father, who had
suddenly become silent. Dr. Rainer was hidden behind
a thick cloud of smoke, which he had drawn from his
cigar in sharp puffs. He looked weary, almost exhausted,
and he sat down again in his chair and shrank into hirogclf
in a peculiar way.
Young Rainer looked at him. He was in some strange
way startled and was also silent. In the silence could be
heard the tinkling of distant music, perhaps some
young people passing by, or a pleasure boat on the
river*
** Come and sit beside me. We don't want to quarrel,
Flrilei," said Dr. Rainer, after a moment. He, too, made
use of the nickname which Fritz Rainer had given him-
self in his first attempts to talk, and that touched Fritz
deeply. His hands became still, he sat down on the piano
stool, nearer to his father and tried to find his father's
eyes behind the smoke and the spectacles.
"I have been talking to the Geheimrat," said Dr.
Rainer after a pause, sitting straight up again—he had in
the meantime shrunk into himself once more, with the
same look of concealed pain on his face. " Yes, I was
already here yesterday. I had one or two personal matters

